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Never before had he been so strongly aware that in
each instant of their lives men die to that instant. It is not
time that passes away from them but they who recede
from the constancy, the immutability of "time, so that
when afterwards they look back upon themselves it is not
themselves they see, not even—as it is customary to say—
themselves as they formerly were, but strange ghosts made
in their image, with whom they have no communication.
He heard Herriot saying: "D'you know, Alison, this
ache of mine to fly—I lose trust in it sometimes, just as
you lose trust in your own job. Often one flies just for the
excitement of speed and powTer, but that's nothing. Any
fool of a passenger gets it—it's little more than a physical
thrill. I want to fly for the sake of the flash of seeing that
comes now and then—almost as if one died bodily, and
escaped from oneself, and saw out on the other side. But
I can't tell you what it is I see. I can't even remember it
myself. It will be the same with you. Some day the kind of
exaltation you told me of, that comes to you after days
and days of thought, will suddenly become more than it
has ever been before—and you will see. Then you'll come
back, just as I come back to earth, and you won't be able
to tell what you've seen—or remember it. But the thing
you can't describe and can't remember will be the whole
of life to you. Sometimes you'll call it God, and sometimes
you'll feel that it's nothingness and that you've given up
your life to nothingness.... And in what way you'll reach
it, I don't know. Maybe through solitude. I doubt it. I
believe you'll find what you're looking for in the world,
not in withdrawing from it. Work, women, responsibility
—you'll have to accept them and go through with them."
"If you're right," Lewis said, "after all this—and after
I've learned from this—I shall have to start again."
They walked in silence beyond the courtyard, down the
length of the buildings. The windows of the messroom
threw patches of yellow light on to the small brick of the
path, drawing a plum-like bloom out of its redness. "We'd
better put in an appearance," Lewis said. "The Dutch
will think you're conspiring." They entered the room and

